f Whifary 

Vaiid. Ift pofltble .• no'fooner got but loft, the diuell tab 
Anthenor, the young Prince wilfgo maetde , a pfaguc ypon 
Anthenor,\ would they had brok’s neck. 

Enter Crefjriow now?what s the mattcr?whe was hcerc? 
P and. Ah,ah ! 

t C'ref- Why figh you foprofoundly,wher’smy Lord?gonc? 

tell me fwecet Vncle,whats the matter. 

P.«. Would I were asdeepevnJer che earth as I am.aboue. 
Cref.O the Gods, whats the matter ? 

Pant. Pray thee get thee in : would thou hadft her e been 
borned knew thou wouldett te his death. Opeorc Gentle, 
man, a plague vpon csPnthenor. r 

Cref. Good vr,ck!c,<I beiccch.ypiion my knees, whats the 
matter/ , - 

Paxd. Thou muft be gone wench, thou mud be goneithou 
art chang d ler Antljenor. Thcu mud to thy father and bee 
gone froip Xroylm,m\\\ be his death,twill bee his bane, hee 
cannot bearc it. 

Cr${ OtyoLi immortall Gods, I wtli not go. 

P and. Thou mud. 

Cref. I will not Vncle. I baue forgot my father, 

I know no touch of confanguinitie, 

No kinhe,no !oue,no hloud.no foulc- fb neere me 
As the f.vecte Vroylui. O you gods ddutne, ■ ■ n 

Make CreQ'eids name the very crowne affalfehood, • , c~ • 
if euer Hie leaueTroria^.Time/Gice and death, 

Do to this body what extreamesyou canr 
Butthediong bafe,an.d building ofmyloue,. 

Isasthe very center of the earth, ■> 

Drawing all things to it, Ucgo in and weepe. . ’ 

P and. Do,do. 

CrepT enemy, bright baire,& Cratch mvpraifed cheeke?, 
Crack my deare voyce with fabs,and breake my heart, 

With foun di ng»T royluf . : T will opt go from.Troy, 

Enter Parte f[royl'&/£ncai i I)eiphob,Anth i I>iomedes^ 

Tar. It is grearmoming.and thc.houre prefist. 

For her deliyery to this valiant Greeke, 

Conies fall vpon ; good my brother Tr«y/«* 

Jjki ' a ..i ' ‘ Tell 







B'xe0nt„ 


ofTroylut and Crejjeida, 

Tdl you the Lady what (he is to doe, 

iJufthertotbepurpofe. ; 

Tm.Walke into her houfc, 

Tie bviri^ her to the Grecian prefentiy.- .** . 

a j to band whea t dekucr her* 

Thiuke it an altar, and thy brother T royfot 
A pried there ofifring to it his o wnc heart. 

V Paris I k n o w w n at tis ito ku e -u > 

And wouidias : :Tftall pitty I could helper 

Pleafc you wa-ke in my Lords? y 

Enter and £rejfstda* 

rpan: Bemoderate^e moderate. 

Cref. Why tell you me ofmoderation? 

The gieife is fine, full, peiTeci; that 1 tafle, 

And violentet.h in a fence as ftrong^ ■ 

As that which caufeth ic,how:can l moderate »• 

If I couldxemporize with my afteitions. 

Or brew it to a weakeand coulder pa iat, 

The like alayment could I g»uc my griete, 

Myloue admiuesno qualifiing droiie. 

No more my griefe in fuch a precious lotie. 

Enter Troy/us. 

Vm. Herebere^ierche comes, a fweetc ducks. 

f'peaad, S ishc.c,lctmc-OTb«Mtoo, 

Oh i ftfing to. Ok hear.- heauy hem, 

why IghS UKwIirhoit b.e.kio B ,r»h«re^»ft™‘*- 

gaiL“&,*rhou canft noreaferhy fa« by fagffgfc 
nor bv fpeaking : there was neuera truer rime. Let vs cal 
way nothing, for wee may line to haue need of fuch a verfe. 
We fee it, we fee it, haw now lambs? yy . . 

T roy Creffid I louc thee info drain d a purity. 

That the bleft Gods as angry with my fancy: • ! ? 

More bright in zealc then the dcuotion, which 
Cold lippes blow to their diecics, take theefrom me. 
frefUaue thcGods enuy? ? ’ 

Van. LI ,1,1, tis to plaine a cafe. _ ^ 

Cref And is it true that J muft go from Troy? 

Hj 
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